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Yet there was softness too in his regard,

At times,, a heart as not by nature hard,

But once perceived, his spirit seem'd to chide

Such weakness,, as unworthy of its pride,

And steel'd itself, as scorning to redeem

One doubt from others* half withheld esteem;

In self-inflicted penance of a breast

Which tenderness might once have wrung from rest;

In vigilance of grief that would compel

The soul to hate for having loved too well.

There was in him a vital scorn of all:
As if the worst had falFn which could befall,
He stood a stranger in this breathing world,
An erring spirit from another hurl'd;
A thing of dark imaginings, that shaped
By choice the perils he by chance escaped ;
But ''scaped in vain, for in their memory yet
His mind would half exult and half regret :
"With more capacity for love than earth
Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth,
His early dreams of good outstripped the truth,
And troubled manhood followed baffled youth;
With thought of years in phantom chase mispent,
And wasted powers for better purpose lent;
And fiery passions that had poured their wrath
In hurried desolation o'er his path,
And left the better feelings all at strife
In wild reflection o'er his stormy life;
But haughty still, and loth himself to blame,
He called on Nature's self to share the shame,
And charged all faults upon the fleshly form
She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm;
Till he at last confounded good and ill,
And half mistook for fate the acts of will:
Too high for common selfishness, he could
At times resign his own for others' good,
But not in pity, not because he ought,
But in some strange perversity of thought,